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HYMNS 

FOR    OUR 

LORD'S  Refurreaion. 

HYMN    I. 

i .      /k     L  L  ye  that  feek  the  Lord  who  died, 
/-\      Your  GOD  for  Sinners  crucified, 
JL    JL  Prevent  the  earlielt  Dawn,  and  come 
To  worfhip  at  his  facred  Tomb. 

2  Bring  the  fweet  Spices  of  your  Sighs, 
Your  contrite  Hearts,  and  itreaming  Eyes, 
Your  fad  Complaints,  and  humble  Fears ; 
Come,  and  embalm  Him  with  your  Tears. 

3  While  thus  ye  love  your  Souls  t  employ, 
Your  Sorrow  fliall  be  turn'd  to  Joy  : 
Now,  now  let  all  your  Grief  be  o'er  ! 
Believe  j  and  ye  fhall  weep  no  more. 

4  An  Earthquake  hath  the  Cavern  (hook, 
And  burlt  the  Door,  and  rent  the  Rock, 
The  Lord  hath  fent  his  Angel  down, 
And  he  hath  roll'd  away  the  Stone. 
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$  As  Snow  behold  his  Garment  white, 
His  Countenance  as  Lightning  bright: 
He  fits,  and  waves  a  flaming  Sword, 
And  waits  upon  his  Rifmg  Lord. 

6  The  third  Aufpicious  Morn  is  come, 
And  calls  your  Saviour  from  the  Tomh, 
The  Bands  of  Death  are  torn  away, 
The  yawning  Tomb  gives  back  its  Prey. 

7  Could  neither  Seal  nor  Stone  fecure, 
Nor  Men,  nor  Devils  make  it  fure  I 
The  Seal  is  broke,  the  Stone  caft  by, 
And  all  the  Pow'rs  of  Darknefs  fly. 

8  The  Body  breaths,  and  lifts  his  Head, 
The  Keepers  fink,  and  fall  as  dead  ; 
The  Dead  reftor'd  to  Life  appear, 
The  Living  quake,  and  die  for  Fear. 

9  No  Power  a  Band  of  Soldiers  have 
To  keep  One  Body  in  its  Grave  : 
Surely  it  no  Dead  Body  was 

That  could  the  Roman  Eagles  chafe. 

10  The  Lord  of  Life  is  ris'n  indeed, 
To  Death  deliver'd  in  your  (lead  ; 
His  Rife  proclaims  your  Sins  forgiven, 
And  mews  the  Living  Way  to  Heaven. 

1 1  Halle  then,  ye  Souls  that  firft  believe, 
Who  dare  the  Gofpel-Word  receive, 
Your  Faith  with  joyful  Hearts  confefs, 
Be  bold,  be  JESUS*  Witneffes. 

1 2  Go  tell  the  Followers  of  your  Lord 
Their  JESUS  is  to  Life  reftor'd  ; 

He  lives,  that  They  his  Life  may  find  ; 
He  lives,  to  quicken  all  Mankind. 


HYMN 
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Hymn     II. 

i    Qlnners,  difmifs  your  Fear, 
^  The  joyful  Tidings  hear  f 
This  the  Word  that  JESUS  faid, 

O  believe,  and  feel  it  true, 
Chrift  is  rifen  from  the  Dead, 

Lives  the  Lord  who  died  for  you  I 

2  Hafte,  to  his  Tomb  repair, 
And  fee  the  Tokens  there  ; 

See  the  Place  where  JESUS  lay, 

Mark  the  Burial- Cloaths  He  wore  ; 
Angels  near  his  Relicks  (lay, 

Guards  of  Him  who  dies  no  more. 

3  Why  then  art  Thou  caft  down, 
Thou  poor  afflicled  One  ? 

Full  of  Doubts  and  Griefs,  and  Fears, 

Look  into  that  Open  Grave  ! 
Died  He  not  to  dry  thy  Tears  ? 

Rofe  He  not  thy  Soul  to  fave  ? 

4  Know' ft  Thou  not  where  to  find 
The  Saviour  of  Mankind  ? 

He  hath  borne  Himfelf  away, 

He  from  Death  Himfelf  hath  freed, 

He  on  the  Third  glorious  Day, 
Rofe  triumphant  from  the  Dead. 

5  To  purge  thy  guilty  Stain 
He  died,  and  rofe  again  : 

Wherefore  doll  Thou  weep  and  mourn  ? 

Sinner,  lift  thine  Heart  and  Eye, 
Turn  thee,  to  thy  JESUS  turn, 

See  thy  loving  Saviour  nigh. 

6  He  comes  His  own  to  claim, 
He  calls  thee  by  thy  Name  : 

B  2  Droop: 
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Drooping  Soul,  rejoice,  rejoice, 

See  Him  there  to  Life  reftor'd  ! 
Mary—  know  thy  Saviour's  Voice, 

Hear  it,  and  reply  Mj  LORD. 


Hymn     III. 

I    T  TAPPY  Magdalene,  to  whom 
XjL   Chrift  the  Lord  vouchfaf 'd  t'appear ! 
iSewly  rifen  from  the  Tomb, 

Would  He  firft  be  feen  by  Her  ? 
Her  by  feven  Devils  poffeft, 

Till  his  Word  the  Fiends  expellM ; 
Quench'd  the  Hell  within  her  Breaft, 

All  her  Sins  and  Sicknefs  heal'd.       % 

a  Ye%  to  Her  the  Matter  came, 

Firft  his  welcome  Voice  fhe  heaps  ; 
JF.SUS  calls  her  by  her  Name, 
He  the  "weeping  Sinner  chears, 
the  dear  Task  rept?r, 
te  her,  Eyes  again  run  o'er, 
Le  s  her  wain  his  bleeding  Feet, 
Kifs  them,  and  with  joy  adore. 

3  Highly  ravour'd  Soul  !  to  Her 

Farther  liill  his  Grace  extends, 
Raifes  the  glad  Meffenger. 

Sends  her  to  his  drooping  Friends : 
Tidings  of  their  living  LORD 

Firlt  in  Her  Report  they  find  : 
She  muft  fpread  the  Gofpel-Word,   -  ._ 

Teach  the  Teachers  of  Mankind.-  . 

4  Who  can  now  prefume  to  fear  ? 

Who  defpair  his  LORD   to  fee  ?■ 
JESUS,  wilt  Thou  not  appear, 
Shew  Thyfelf  alive  to  me  ? 


I 
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Yes,  my  GOD,  I  dare  not  doubt, 
Thou  fhalt  all  my  Sins  remove  j 

Thou  haft  caft  a  Legion  out, 
Thou  wilt  perfect  me  in  Love. 

5  Surely  Thou  haft  call'd  me  Now  ! 

Now  I  hear  the  Voice  Divine, 
At  thy  Wounded  Feet  I  bow, 

Wounded  for  whofe  Sins  but  mine  ! 
I  have  nail'd  Him  to  the  Tree, 

I  have  fent  Him  to  the  Grave  : 
But  the  Lord  is  ris'n  for  me, 

Hold  of  Him  by  Faith  I  have. 

6  Here  for  ever  would  I  lie, 

Didft  Thou  not  thy  Servant  raife, 
Send  me  forth  to  teftify 

All  the  Wonders  of  thy  Grace. 
Lo  !   I  at  thy  bidding  go, 

Gladly  to  thy  Followers  tell 
They  their  Rifing  GOD  may  know, 

They  the  Life  of  Chrift  may  feel. 

7  Hear,  ye  Brethren  of  the  Lo  r  d. 

(Such  He  vou  vouchfafes  to  call) 
O  believe  the  Gofpel- Word, 

Chrift  hath  died,  and  rofe  for  all : 
Turn  ye  from  your  Sins   to  GOD, 

Hafte  to  Galilee,  arid  fee 
Him,  who  bought  Tbee  with  his  Blood, 

Him,  who  rcfe  to  live  in  Thtt. 
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Hymn     IV. 

i    TESUS,  the  Rifing  Lord  of  all, 
J    His  Love  to  Man  commends, 
Poor  Worms  He  blufhes  not  to  call 
His  Brethren  and  his  Friends. 

2  Who  bafely  all   forfook  their  Lord 

In  his  Diftrefs,  and  fled, 
To  Thefe  He  fends  the  joyful  Word, 
When  rifen  from  the  Dead. 

3  Go  tell  the  vile  Deferters ! — No ; 

My  deareft  Brethren  tell, 
Their  Advocate  to  Heaven  I  go, 
.To  refcue  them  from  Hell. 

4  Lo  r  to  my  Father  I  afcend ! 

Tour  Father  now  is  He, 
My  GOD,  and  yours,  whoe'er  depend 
For  endlds  Life  on  me. 

5  Henceforth  I  ever  live  ^bove 

For  you  to  interceed, 
The  Merit  of  my  Dying  Lovt, 
For  all  Mankind  to  plead. 

6  Sinners,  I  rofe  again  to  fh'ew 

Your  Sins  are  all  forgiv'n, 
And  mount  above  the  Skies,  that  you 
May  follow  Me  to  Heav'n. 


HYMN 
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Hymn     V. 

1  /^VBJECT  of  all  our  Knowledge  here, 
V^/     Our  One  Defire,  and  Hope  below, 
Jefus,  the  Crucified,  draw  near, 

And  with  thy  fad  Difciples  go : 
Our  Thoughts  and  Words  to  1  hee  are  known, 
We  commune  of  Thyfelf  alone. 

2  How  can  it  be,  our  Reafon  cries, 

That  GOD  mould  leave  his  Throne  above  ? 
Is  it  for  Man  th'  Immortal  dies ! 

For  Man,  who  tramples  on  his  Love  \ 
For  Man,  who  nail'd  him  to  the  Tree  \ 
O  Love  !  O  GOD  !  He  dies  for  me ! 

3  Why  then,  if  Thou  for  me  haft  died, 

Doft  Thou  not  yet  Thyfelf  impart  ? 
We  hopM  to  feel  thy  Blood  applied, 

To  find  Thee  rifen  in  our  Heart, 
Redeem'd  from  all  Iniquity, 
Sav'd,  to  the  utmoft  fav'd,  thro'  Thee. 

4  Have  we  not  then  believ'd  in  vain, 

By  Chrift  unfanclined,  unfreed  ? 
la  us  He  is  not  ris'n  again, 

We  knonv  not  but  He  (till  is  dead, 
No  Life,  no  Righteoufnefs  we  hare, 
Our  Hopes  feem  buried  in  his  Grave. 

5  Ah  !  I,ord,  if  Thou  indeed  art  ours, 

If  Thou  for  us  haft  burft  the  Tomb, 
Vifit  us  with  thy  quickning  Powers, 

Come  to  thy  mournful  Followers  come, 
Thyfeif  to  thy  weak  Members  join, 
And  fill  us  with  the  Life  Divine. 

6  The* 
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6  Thee,  the  great  Prophet  fent  from  GOD, 

Mighty  in  Deed  and  Word  we  own ; 
Thou  halt  on  forae  the  Grace  beftow'd, 

Thy  Rifing  in  their  Hearts  made  known  ; 
They  publifh  Thee,   to  Life  reftor'd, 
Attefting  They  have  feen  the  LORD. 

7  Alas  for  us,  whofe  Eyes  are  held  ! 

Why  cannot  We  our  Saviour  fee  ? 
With  us  Thou   art,  yet  Mill  conceal'd  : 

O  might  we  hear  one  Word  from  Thee  ! 
Speak,  and  our  Unbelief  reprove, 
Our  Bafenefs  to  miftruft  thy  Love. 

8  Fools  as  we  are,  and  flow  of  Heart, 

So  backward  to  believe  the  Word  ! 
The  Prophets  Only  Aim  Thou  art : 

They  fang  the  Sufferings  of  their  Lord, 
Thy  Life  for  ours  a  Ranlom  given, 
Thy  Rifing  to  infure  our  Heaven. 

9  Ought  not  our  Lord  the  Death  to  die, 

And  then  the  glorious  Life  to  live? 
To  ftoop  ;  and  then  go  up  on  high  ? 

The  Pain,  and  then  the  Joy  receive  ? 
His  Blood,  the  Purchafe -Price  lay  down, 
Endure  thi  Crofs,  and  claim  the  Crown  ? 

io  Ought  not  the  Members  all  to  pafs 

The  Way  their  Head  had  pafs'd  before  ? 
Thro*  Sufferings  perfected  He  was, 

The  Garment  dipt  in  Blood  He  wore, 
That  we  with  Him  might  die,  and  nie 
And  bear  his  Nature  to  the  Skies  ! 


Hy 
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Hymn     VI, 

i  f\  OME    then,  thou  Prophet  of  the  Lo  r  d, 
V^>     Thou  great  I  nterpreter  Divine, 
Explain  thine  own  Transmitted  Word  ; 
To  Teach,  and  to  Infpire  is  Thine, 
Thou  only  canft  Thyfelf  reveal, 
Open  the  Book,  and  loofe  the  Seal. 

2  Whate'er  the  antient  Prophets  fpoke 

Concerning  Thee,  O  Christ,  make  known. 
Sole  Subject  of  the  Sacred  Book, 

Thou  mleit  all,  and  Thou  alone  ; 
Yet  there  our  Lord  we  cannot  fee, 
Unlefs  thy  Spirit  lends  the  Key. 

3.  Now,  Jf.su,  now  the  Veil  remove, 

The  Folly  of  our  darken'd  Heart, 
Unfold  the  Wonders  of  thy  Love, 

The  Knowledge  of  Thykif /impart ; 
Our  Ear,  our  inmoftSoul  we  bow  ; 
Speak,  Lord  ;  thy  Servants  hearken  now. 

4  Make  rot  as  Thou  wou'dlt  farther  go, 

Our  Friend,  and  Counfellor,  and  Guide, 
But  flay,  the  Path  of  Life  to  (hew, 

Still  with  our  Souls  vouchfafe  V  abide, 
Conftrain'd  by  thy  own  Mercy  liny, 
JSor  leave  us  at  our  Clofe  of  Day. 

$  Come  in,  with  thy  Difciples  fit, 
Nor  luffer  lis  to  ask  in  vain, 
Nourifli  us,  Lord,  with  Living  Meat. 

Our  Souls  with  Heavenly  Bread  fuitain  ; 
Bre-.ik  to  us  now  die  Myltic  Bre.id, 
And  bid  us  on  thy  Body  feed. 

6  Honour 
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6  Honour  the  Means  Ordain*  d  by  Thee, 

The  great  Unbloody  Sacrifice, 

The  deep  Tremendous  Myftery  ; 

Thyfelf  in  our  inlighten'd  Eyes 

Now  in  the  Broken  Bread  make  known, 

And  (hew  us  Thou  art  all  our  own. 


K  y  m  n     VII. 

By  the  Myjiery  of  thy  holy  Incarnation ;  by 
thy  holy  Nativity  and  Circumcifton  ;  by  thy  Baptifm, 
Fafting,  and  Temptation ;  by  thine  Agony, '  and 
bloody  Sweat ;  by  thy  Crofs  and  PaJJion  ;  by  thy 
precious  Death  and  Burial ;  by  thy  glorious  Refur- 
reclion  and  Afcehfton  ;  and  by  the  Coming  of  the 
Holy  Ghojiy  Good  Lord,  deliver  us.     Litany. 

i    TESU,  fhew  us  thy  Salvation, 
J     (In  thy  Strength  we  ftrive  with  Thee) 
By  thy  Myftic  Incarnation, 

By  thy  pure  Nativity, 
Save  us  Thou,  our  New- Creator, 

Into  all  our  Souls  impart, 
Thy  Divine  Unfinning  Nature, 

Form  Thyfelf  within  our  Heart. 

I   By  thy  Firft  Blood-fheddingheal  us ; 
Cut  us  off  from  every  Sin, 
By  thy  Circumcifion  feal  us, 

Write  thy  Law  of  Love  within  ; 
By  thy  Spirit  circumcife  us  . 

Kindie  in  our  Hearts  a  Flame  ; 
By  thy  Baptifm  baptize  us 
Into  all  thy  Glorious  Name. 

3  By 


By  thy  Fading  and  Temptation 

Take    v«   v  whai  ><   le,  or  Paffion, 

Appetite,  or  J-  I    'i  requires : 
Arm  us  with  thy  8  !f- denial, 

Every  fnif'"'    oil  defend, 
Save  .is  in  CJ      l"'   /  ""'rial, 

Make  ua     ith    I  'o  che  End. 
By  thy  fr  r  s  ft    r\gs  fave  us, 

Save  us  when  coi  rorm'd  to  Thee,  { 

By  thy  Miferiej  iJ.ievc  us, 

By  thy  painful  Agony  ; 
When  beneath  thy  Frown  we  languim, 

When  we  feel  thine  Anger's  Weight, 
Save  us  by  thine  unknown  Anguifh, 

Save  us  by  thy  Bloody  Sweat. 

By  that  higheft  Point  of  Patfion, 
-By  thy  Sufferings  on  the  Tree, 
Save  us  from  the  Indignation 

Due  to  all  Mankind,  and  me  : 
Hanging,  bleeding,  panting,  dying, 

Gafping  out  thy  latelt  Breath, 
By  thy  precious  Death's  Applying 

Save  us  from  Eternal  Death. 

6  From  the  World  of  Care  releafe  us,  .? 

By  thy  decent  Burial  fave, 
Crucified  with  Thee,  O  Jesus., 

Hide  us  in  thy  quiet  Grave  : 
By  thy  Power  divinely  glorious-, 

By  thy  Refurre&ion's  Power 
Raife  us  up,  o'er  Sin  victorious, 

Raife  us  up  to  fall  no  more. 

7  By  the  Pomp  of  Thine  Afcending, 

Live  we  here  to  Heaven  reftor'd, 
Live  in  Pleafures  never  ending, 

Share  the  Portion  of  our  Lord  : 
Let  us  have  our  Converfation 

With  the  Blefl'ed  Spirits  above, 
Sav'd  with  all  thy  great  Salvation, 

Perfectly  renevv'd  in  Love.  8  Glorious 
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Glorious  Head,  triumphant  Saviour, 

High  enthron'd  above  all  Height, 
We  have  now  thro1  Thee  found  Favour, 

Righteous  in  thy  Father's  Sight : 
Hears  He  not  thy  Prayer  unceafing  ? 

Can  He  turn  away  thy  Face  : 
Send  us  down  the  purchas'd  Bleffing, 

Fulnefsof  the  Gofpel-Grace. 

By  the  Coming  of  thy  Spirit 

As  a  mighty  rufhingWind, 
Save  us  into  all  thy  Merit, 

Into  all  thy  Sinlefs  Mind ; 
Let  the  perfect  Gift  be  given, 

Let  thy  Will  in  us  be  feen, 
Done  on  Earth  as  'tis  in  Heaven  : 

Lo  r  d,  thy  Spirit  cries  Amen  ! 


Hymn     VIII. 

i   TJ  EJOICE,  the  Lord  is  King  ? 
XV     ^our  Lor  d  and  King  adore, 
Mortals,  give  Thanks,  and  iing, 
And  triumph  evermore  ; 
Lift  up  your  Heart,  lift  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

2  Je*>us  the  Saviour  reigns, 

The  GOD  of  Truth  and  Love, 
When  He  had  purg'd  our  Stains, 
He  took  his  Seat  above  : 
Lift  up  your  Heart,  lift  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  rejoice. 

3  His  Kingdom  cannot  fail, 

He  rules  o'er  Earth  and  Heaven  j 
The  Keys  of  Death  and  Hell 

Are  to  our  Jesus  given  : 
Lift  up  your  Heart,  lift  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

2  a  He 
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4  He  fits  at  GOD's  Right-hand, 
Till  all  his  Foes  fubmit, 

And  bow  to  his  Command, 
And  fall  beneath  his  Feet. 
Lift  up  your  Heart,  lift  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  Rejoice. 

5  He  all  his  Foes  (hall  quell, 
Shall  all  our  Sins  deftroy, 

And  every  Bofom  fwell 
With  pure  Seraphic  Joy  ; 
Lift  up  your  Heart,  lift  up  your  Voice, 
Rejoice,  again,  I  fay,  rejoice. 

6  Rejoice  in  Glorious  Hope, 
Jesus  the  Judge  (hall  come  ; 

And  take  his  Servants  up 
To  their  Eternal  Home  : 
We  foon  fliall  hear  th'  Archangel's  Voice, 
The  Trump  of  GOD  fliall  found,  Rejoice. 


Hymn     IX. 

i  TJA  T  H  E  R   GOD,  we  glorify, 
JP    1  hy  Love  to  Adams  Seed, 
Love  that  gave  thy  Son  to  die, 

And  rais'd  Him  from  the  Dead  : 
Him  for  our  Offences  flain, 

That  we  all  might  Pardon  find. 
Thou  haft  brought  to  Life  again 

The  Saviour  of  Mankind. 

2  By  thy  own  Right-hand  of  Power 
Thou  haft  exalted  Him, 
Sent  the  Mighty  Conqueror 
Thy  People  to  redeem  ; 
King  of  Saints,  and  Prince  of  Peace, 
Him  Thou  haft  to  Sinners  given, 
Signers  from  their  Sins  to  blef>, 
And  lift  thew  up  to  Heaven. 

B  5  Father 
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Father,  GOD,  to  Us  impart 

The  Gift  Unfpeakable, 
Now  in  every  waiting  Heart 

Thy  Glorious  Son  reveal ; 
Quicken'd  with  our  Living  Lord 

Let  us  in  thy  Spirit  rife, 
Rife  to  all  thy  Life  reftor'd, 

And  thank  Thee  in  the  Skies. 


Hymn      X. 


i    A^\     Tesus,  our  King, 
VJ    T 


Thy  Glory  we  fin?, 

Thy  Rifing  declare, 
And  join  in  the  Pomp,  and  the  Benefit  mare. 

Thy  Conqueit  we  feel 

O'er  Death  and  o'er  Hell, 

RedeenVd  from  the  Grave, 
We  are  bold  to  proclaim  Thee  Almighty  to  fave. 

2  We  know  that  our  Head 
Is  rifen  indeed, 

Thy  Record  receive, 
And  rais'd  by  the  Power  of  thy  Spirit  we  live. 

Thy  Spirit  attefts 

The  Truth  in  our  Breafts, 

Thy  Witnefs  imparts 
The  Firft  Refurre&ion  of  Faith  to  our  Hearts. 

3  Thou  haft  conqner'd  beneath 
The  Sharpncfe  of  Death, 
Our  Souls  to  retrieve, 

And  open  the  Kingdom  to  all  that  believe. 

Believing  on  Thee 

We  rife  from  the  Tree, 

And  heavenward  move, 
And  fly  <o  thy  Throne  on  the  Wings  of  thy  Love. 

4  Thy 


4  Thy  Love  that  o'ercame 

Our  Sorrow  and  Shame, 

And  ranfom'd  our  Race, 
And  fent  Thee  to  GOD  to  prepare  us  a  Place  t 

Follow  after,  it  cries, 

To  your  Place  in  the  Skies, 

By  Immanuel  led, 
Follow  after,  and  fuffer,  and  reign  with  your  Head. 


Hymn     XI. 

i  plOME  ye  that  feek  the  Lord, 

V^  Him  that  was  crucified, 
Come  lilten  to  the  Gofpel-Word, 

And  feel  it  now  applied  : 

To  every  Soul  of  Man 

The  joyful  News  we  lhew, 
Jesus  for  every  Sinner  flain, 

Is  ris'H  again  for  you. 

2  The  Lord  is  ris'n  indeed, 
And  did  to  us  appear, 

He  hath  been  fecn,  our  Living  Head, 

By  many  a  Peter  here  : 

We,  who  fo  oft  denied 

Our  Mailer  and  our  GOD, 
Have  thruft  our  Hand  into  his  Sid-, 

And  felt  the  Streaming  Blood. 

3  Rais'd  from  the  Dead  we  are 
The  Members  with  their  Lo  rd, 

And  boldly  in  his  Name  declare 

The  Soul  reviving  Word  ; 

Salvation  we  proclaim 

Which  every  Soul  may  find, 
Ta/don  and  Peace  in  Jesus'  Name, 

And  Life  for  all  Mankind. 

4  O  might  they  all  receive 
The  bleeding  Prince  of  Peace  ! 

Sinner?,  the  glad  Report  believe 
Cf  Jesus'    Witnefles  : 

B  z  He 
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He  lives,  who  fpilt  his  Blood  ; 
Believe  our  Record  true, 
The  Arm,  the  Power,  the  Son  of  GOD 
Shall  be  reveal'd  in  you. 


Hymn     XII. 

s    T)  I  S  E  all  who  feek  the  Crucified, 
XV  The  GOD  that  once  for  Sinners  died 

With  lifted  Voice  and  Heart  adore, 
Chafing  our  Griefs,  and  Sins,  and  Fears, 
The  Sun  of  Righteoufnefs  appears, 

Appears,  to  fet  in  Blood  no  more. 
z  To  Death  deliver'd  in  our  fiead, 
For  Us  He  rifes  from  the  Dead, 

And  Life  to  all  his  Members  brings ; 
He  gives  us,  while  he  foars  above, 
The  Dew  of  Grace,  the  Balm  of  Love, 

And  drops  Salvation  from  his  Wings. 

3  This  Day  the  Scripture  is  fulfiU'd, 
The  Father  now  his  Son  hath  feal'd, 

And  own'd  him  for  his  Son  with  Power  ; 
GOD  from  the  Belly  of  the  Earth 
Hath  call'd  Him  forth  to  fecond  Birth, 

Nor  let  the  greedy  Deep  devour. 

4  Caft  for  our  Sins  into  the  Deep, 

His  Life  hath  fav'd  the  finking  Ship, 
His  Life  for  Ours  a  Ranfom  given  ; 

But  lo  !  on  the  Third  Joyful  Morn 

Our  Jonas  doth  for  Us  return, 

Emerging  from  his  Tomb  to  Heaven. 


Hymn     XIII. 

BREAK   forth  into  Praife  f 
Our  Surety  and  Head, 
His  Members  to  raife, 
Hath  rofe  from  the  Dead  : 

The 
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The  Power  of  his  Spirit 

Hath  quicken'd  our  Lor  d, 
That  we  by  his  Merit 

May  all  be  reftor'd. 
Our  Captain  and  King 

With  Shouts  we  proclaim, 
And  joyfully  fing 

The  wonderful  Name ; 
The  Name  all- victorious 

Wepublifh,  and  feel. 
Triumphantly  glorious 

O'er  Sin,  Earth,  and  Hell. 
The  Power  of  his  Rife 

We  know  and  declare, 
And  rapt  to  the  Skies, 

His  Happinefs  fhare ; 
In  Heavenly  Places 

With  Jesus  we  fit, 
And  jESus'sPraifes 

With  Angels  repeat. 
We  fing  of  his  Love 

While  fojourning  here, 
Till  Ch  r  ist  from  above 

Our  Saviour  appear ; 
The  Heirs  of  Salvation 

With  Triumph  receive, 
In  full  Confummation 

Of  Glory  to  live. 


Hymn     XIV. 


J 


t  *\7E  Men  of  lfrael,  hear 


The  Words  of  Truth  and  Grace, 
did  in  the  Flefh  appear 
i  o  fave  a  finking  Race  ; 
A  Man  of  GOD  approv'd, 
By  Signs  and  Wonders  known, 
Jesus,  the  Father's  Well-belov'd, 
The  Co  etirnalSon. 

B  3  2  The 


(  iS  ) 

2  The  Prince  of  Life  and  Peace, 
By  HeavVs  Supreme  Decree 

Deliver'd  up,  ye  dar'd  to  feize, 
And  nail  him  to  the  Tree  : 
Taken  by  wicked  Hands, 
And  crucify'd  and  (lain  ; 

But  God  hath  loos'd  the  Mortal  Bands, 
And  rais'd  him  up  again. 

3  It  was  not  poflible 

That  Death  fhouldkeep  his  Prey  ; 

GOD  wou'd  not  leave  his  Soul  in  Hell, 
Or  let  his  Flefh  decay  : 
His  Flefh  repos'd  in  Hope 
Of  the  Third  Joyful  Morn, 

And  then  the  Father  rais'd  him  up, 
And  GOD  again  was  born. 

4  This  Jesus  is  reftor'd 

To  Life  by  Power  Divifte  ; 
We  all  proclaim  our  Living  Lord, 

And  in  his  Praifes  join  : 

We  are  hisWitnefTes, 

He  is  gone  up  on  high, 
Exalted  to  his  Native  Place, 

He  lives  no  more  to  die. 

5  Again  at  GOD's  Right-hand 
Our  Lord  is  call'd  to  fit, 

Till  all  who  now  his  Sway  withftand 

Are  crufh'd  beneath  his  Feet  : 

Be  it  to  lfraePs,  Seed, 

To  every  Sinner  known, 
GOD  hath  perform 'd  his  Oath  indeed, 

Hath  glorify'd  his  Son. 

6  Sinners,  believe  he  died, 
And  rofe  to  buy  your  Peace  ; 

Jesus  the  Christ,  the  Crucified, 
The  Lord  of  Life  confefc  : 
Repent  in  Jesus'  Name, 
Believe  and  be  forgiven, 

And  take  the  Holy  Ghoft  ye  claim, 
And  rife  with  us  to  Heaven. 


HYMN 


I 
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Hymn     XV. 

CHRIST,   our  Living  Head  draw  neat, 
At  our  Call,  Quicken  all 
Thy  true  Members  here. 
Fiird  with  Faith's  Eternal  Spirit, 
Grant  that  We,  Dead  with  Thee, 
May  thy  Life  inherit. 
All  thy  Refurre&ion's  Power, 
All  thy  Love,  From  above, 
On  thy  Servants  fhower. 
Perfedt  Love !  we  long  t'  attain  it, 
Following  faft,  If  at  laft 
We,  ev'n  we  may  gain  it. 
;  Partners  of  thy  Death  and  Pafiion, 
O  that  we  All  might  fee 
All  thy  great  Salvation. 
Sav'd  beyond  the  Dread  of  Falling, 
Let  us  rife  To  the  Prize 
Of  our  Glorious  Calling. 

7  Children  of  the  Refurreftion, 
Lead  us  on  To  the  Crown 

Of  our  Full  Perfection. 

8  There,  where  Thou  art  gone  before  us, 

Christ,  our  Hope,  Take  us  up, 
To  thy  Heaven  reftore  us. 

Hymn     XVI. 

For  AJcenfion-Day, 
\     \  L  L  hail  the  True  Elijah, 

j\.  The  Lord  our  GOD  *  and  Saviour  ! 

Who  leaves  behind, 

For  all  Mankind, 
The  Token  of  his  Favour. 
The  never-dying  Prophet, 
A  while  to  Mortals  given, 

This  folemn  Day 

Is  rapt  away 
By  flaming  Steeds  to  HeaveD. 

*  So  Elijah  fi&nifies.  2  Come 
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z  Come  fee  the  Rifmg  Triumph, 
And  proftrate  fall  before  Him  : 

He  mounts,  He  flies 

Above  the  Skies, 
Where  all  his  Hofts  adore  him. 
Borne  on  his  Fiery  Chariot, 
With  joyful  Acclamation 

Purfue  the  Lord, 

To  Heaven  reftor'd, 
The  GOD  of  our  Salvation. 

3  Who  fee  their  Lord  at  Parting, 
They  fhall  on  Earth  inherit 

A  double  Power, 

A  larger  Shower 
Of  his  defending  Spirit. 
The  Spirit  of  our  Matter 
Shall  reft  oft  each  Believer, 

And  furely  we 

Our  M after  fee, 
Who  lives  and  reigns  for  ever. 

4  Yes,  our  exalted  Jesus, 

By  Faith  we  now  adore  Thee, 

And  ftill  we  fit 

Before  thy  Feet, 
And  triumph  in  thy  Glory.  • 
In  vain  the  Flaming  Chariot 
Hath  parted  us  afunder, 

We  ftill  thro1  Grace 

Behold  thy  Face, 
And  fhout  our  Loving  Wonder. 
c  By  Faith  we  catch  thy  Mantle, 
The  Covering  of  thy  Spirit 

By  Faith  we  wear, 

And  gladly  fhare 
Thine  All-involving  Merit. 
We  reft  beneath  thy  Shadow, 
Till  by  the  Whirlwind  uriven, 

From  Earth  we  rife, 

And  mount  the  Skies, 
And  grafp  our  Lord  in  Heaven. 

6    r        FINIS. 


